YBRMA
thinking I heard the music of guitars going along and coming
nearer, but it was only the wind.
[She laughs.]
You'll laugh at me. I've had two husbands, fourteen children - five
of them dead - and yet I'm not sad, and I'd like to live much
longer. That's what I say! The fig trees, how they last! The houses,
how they last! And only we poor bedevilled women turn to dust
for any reason.
YERMA: fd like to ask you a question.
FIRST OLD WOMAN: Let's see.
[She looks at her.]
I know, what you're going to ask me, and there's not a word you
can say about those things.
[She rises.]
YERMA [holding her]: But, why not? Hearing you talk has given me
confidence. For some time Fve been wanting to talk about it with
an older woman - because I want to find out. Yes, you can tell
me-
FIRST OLD WOMAN: Tell you what?
YERMA [lowering her voice]: What you already know. Why am I
childless? Must I be left in the prime of my life taking care of little
birds, or putting up tiny pleated curtains at my little windows?
No, You've got to tell me what to do, for I'll do anything you.
tell me - even to sticking needles in the weakest part of my
eyes.
FIRST OLD WOMAN: Me, tell you? I don't know anything about it.
I laid down face up and began to sing. Children came like water.
Oh, who can say this body we've got isn't beautiful? You take
a step and at the end of the street a horse whinnies. Ay-y-y!
Leave me alone, girl; don't make me talk. I have a lot of ideas I
don't want to tell you about,
YERMA: Why not? I never talk about anything else with my hus-
band!
FIRST OLD WOMAN: Listen. Does your husband please you?
YERMA: What?
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